of learning the endless aspects of this strange personality,
and all I knew or cared about was that I could not, once
having come to know her, imagine life without her. I had,
at twenty-eight, as much consideration for Ladye or for
anyone else as a child of six.
Being now nearly sixty, most of my vision works back-
wards and I can visualize what seemed at the time a mere
vortex of impulses and coincidence and tragedy as a pattern
that in retrospect seems to have had its definite purposes.
But when the three of us were beset by conflicting emotions
and loyalties we could not know that Ladye's death was
imminent. We could not know that John was shortly to
be left alone, and that the fact that her death brought John
not only intense sorrow but also a measure of remorse (for,
though her devotion to Ladye had never wavered, she
blamed herself bitterly afterwards for having harboured
another affection) would lead to her taking up an investi-
gation that involved endless labour, patience and precision
and developed in her that industry and perseverance in
which she had always been so conspicuously lacking. We
could not know that in that investigation I was to make
the more important moves, was to work with her as her
lieutenant in closest co-operation and was, for my part, to
develop the qualities that would enable me to give her the
service she would require when she settled down to her
real purpose in life.
In 1915, all this was hidden in the impenetrable future.
Ladye was merely not in robust health; her heart was
supposed to need care and John was vigilant in sparing her
any exertion....
Of the doctors who had attended her, not one had sug-
gested that dieting might be advisable for a blood pressure of
well over 200 and of this potential peril we were blissfully
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